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And so I lived that day, 
the day House Grunton 
fell, to what rival House 
I have never been told, 
nor dare to ask. I was 
taken in by this 
assassin, and into the 
Xun Verin as well. 
Rizzis was the 
Qu`el`velguk, House 
Assassin, for the Xun 
Verin; and later told me 
he had spared my life 
for no better reason 
then my daring to be in 
a place which defied 

the laws of my House. 


For many cycles I 
trained under the 
watchful eyes of Rizzis, 
learning the arts of an 
assassin. A variety of 
skills and secrets he 
bestowed unto me, the 
use of sword and knife, 
moving more silently 
then the lightest cat, 
hiding in a shadow too 
small for a cave rat and 
most importantly, he 
taught me patience. 

Most of these skills 
come naturally to the 


Drow, under his 
teachings they are 
perfected. 


If ever a Drow was 
capable of loving 
another, it would be the 
feelings I had felt for 
Rizzis. You see, while 
a Drow is born, as 

most creatures, to both 
a mother and father, 
from the time of their 
birth their life is fated 
to 

serve the greater good 
of the House. No 
affection is ever shown 
from parent to child, 
nor returned, for 
someday one may well 
slay the other to hold 
or gain position within 
a House. So it was 

most difficult for me 
when it came time to 
claim the rank of 

House Assassin within 
the Xun Verin. 


Within the Xun Verin 

many Drow traditions 

have been discarded 

as all are brought to 

the Xun Verin and held 

in it’s ranks because of 
their ability. The typical 
interwarfares are 

almost nonexistent as 
each has learned to 
respect the skills of the 
other; Wizard, Warrior, 
Priestess and Assassin 
all openly acknowledge 
one another with little 
distrust or envy. The 
only exception is the 
ranking of master 

within the Xun Verin, 


the House leader in 
their skill. And so it 
came to pass that I 
took the life of my 
teacher, my master 

and my adopted father, 
Rizzis; for the good of 
the Xun Verin and it’s 
empire. Out of my 
respect and affection 
for this great Drow, he 
died without even 
knowing it had 
happened. 


So now I hold the title 
of Qu’el’velguk, and 
when it came time to 
begin our searchings of 
the surface world, it 
was I who was chosen 

to go first. For several 
months I surveyed the 
lands you claim, 
wandered your cities, 
listened to your 
conversations and 
watched you while you 
slept. Learning all that 
was possible without 
being detected and 
returning with the 
knowledge I had 

gained. Even amongst 

the Darthiir, your elven 
folk, I trodded, standing 
so close they mistook 
mine breathes for a 
warm breeze. Ever 
watching, ever 

learning. 


It was on our first party 
visit planned for the 
surface that we had 
encountered Razillian. 
Our orders from the 
Matron were simple, 

find a human and bring 


them to Hall Xukuth 

De Chath for 
questioning, then 
execute the rivvil. We 
never even had to step 
foot on the grass filled 
lands having had 
Razillian blunder upon 
our entrance, so we 
took him captive and 
made our way back to 
the Matron. 


During our journey 
back I had begun my 
questioning of our 
captive and became 
quite surprised at the 
answers. Had my eyes 
been human, in the 
gloom, I would have 
believed I was 
speaking with a Drow. 
Before me lay a man 
who knew betrayal, 
hatred, anda lack of 
fear. A man who had 
his soul broken by 
those he had trusted 
and rebuilt in anger. I 
grew to respect this 
man while we made 

our way to the Hall. 


Respect only though, 
as with most of mine 
kind, his methods can 
be destructive, 
wasteful and 
unnecessarily cruel; 
but he would make a 
valuable ally for the 
Xun Verin. That I 
recognised almost at 
once. Thus, I conveyed 
this feeling to the 
Matron Mother, and on 
their first meeting, she 
came to agree. So we 


kept Razillian alive, 
even taught him much 
of our ways as he 
taught us the ways of 
the surface world. 


Now he leads as Valuk 

upon the surface world, 

a decision I will 

respect. His orders are 
those of the Matron 

and there can be no 
questioning them. And 

so, I will close with this 
proverb, 


Lil alurl velve zhah lil 
velkyn uss. 


Aluve ` 
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